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TRADEMARKS

calling.

OF AUTUMN RAIN

"Lisa, telephone!"
1rolled off my bed and closed my book, walking into the kitchen to see who was

"It's Tina," Mom whispered. "She sounds upset."
Tina was my best friend. We'd been friends going on fourteen years. She'd
moved to Kalamazoo when I moved to St. Joe, but we spent many weekends at each
other's houses. This weekend it was her tum to visit me.
"Leese? I don't have time to talk, but I just called to say I can't make it down
this weekend," she said in a rush.
When I asked her what was wrong she changed the subject and made a quick excuse to hang up.
"Leese," Tina whispered. "I love you." She'd hung up before I could say anything else.
Two days later I got a phone call from Karen, Tina's mother. She told me Tina
had committed suicide. I thought it was some kind of sick joke at first, but I could hear
in her voice she'd been crying. I slammed the phone down in her ear.
"No, Leese! Ya gotla keep your ankles straight!" she laughed.
"Like this?" I asked over my shoulder, my ankles collapsing inwardr.
She was teaching me to iceskate. Tina thought I'd be a nat!.lral, since my Pop was
a hockey coach at the time. Unfortunately, I spent more time on my behind than I did
on the blades of my skates.
.
We spent one hilarious afternoon trying to see who could wipe-out the best. \fy
. one and a half twist/flailing arms combo won me the dubious title of "Crash Queen of
Iceland." Every once in a while after that she'd call me "queenie" when I did something
stupid.
I sat up straight, sweat dripping down my back. Mom and Hank ran into my room.
"Someone catch her, someone catch her! Mom, she's falling and I can't reach,
she's too far and I can't get her.' Help! Oh, God, no, no, no. Help her, someone. She's
going to die!"
I was hysterical. Mom shook me, calmed me down, smoothed my hair back and
held me tight.

CALLIOPE

30
1 had the same nightmare every night for a month and a half.

A crisp autumn breeze blew through my hair and 1pulled my wind-breaker tight
at the neck. My hands were cold and my feet were cold and my nose was running but 1
didn', care. 1 was numb, void of all emotions, save for hate and frustration.
We sat on the beach, Tom and !, the sand beneath our feet a dull gray. The waves
played games with the gulls, and awkward dodge and tag, and 1 smiled bitterly when
they flew away from me as 1 stood up.
"This isn't going to help you any, shutting me out, all of us, like this. Damn it,
Lisa, len me. 1 want you to say it."
"Just leave me alone, Tom. Let me be. 1don't give a damn about rules and what
1 should do, or cleaning my room, or being polite. It's all so trivial, don't you see that?
Nothing really matters." 1 could feel my hold on my temper lessening.
He let out a long sigh, "I know how you feel, remember? 1 was there once--right
where you are now."
"Give me a break. Is that supposed to make me feel better? Well, it doesn't.
Save that for someone else!" I wanted to hurt him--no reason, I just did. He stared off
into the lake and leaned forward, hands between his knees to stay warm.
"I saw him that night," he said quietly, remembering. "They wheeled him past
me. 1was waiting in the hall for the doctors to come back and they wheeled him by and
I saw blood spots on the floor. His blood. He was going so fast--I called out his name.
'Mike,' 1 screamed. 'I'm here, buddy. I'm here, Mike. It's Tom. Mike, Mike?' God,
1don't even know if he heard me, Leese."
He grabbed my arms.
"You're hurting me! Let go," 1cried.
"No! Say it. 'She's dead. She's dead. Tina is dead.' You have to say it. It
makes it true, and that's why you can't say it, right?"
He was hurting me. He knew, he knew. 1 sl~pped him hard, again and again. 1
couldn't stop anymore, I'd reached my limit. Jesus, the pain. Everything rushed in at
once, bounced around, echoed, blurred.
"Damn you, damn you, damn you!" 1 screamed til it hurt, but 1 didn't care. "I
hate you so much. You want me to say it? Will that make you extremely happy? Tina's
dead. Killed herself. Blew herself away. There, satisfied? Oh, God, why--why?" The
tears were streaming down my face now and my throat hurt. "Why did she do it? She
left me so alone. 1loved her, Tom, 1did. She--I--did 1tell her that? Did she know? She
must've been so afraid, so scared, 1 should've been there, why wasn't I there? God, I
want to die too. 1 want to die too ... "
1collapsed, sobbing, into the cold sand.
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"Jesus, Lisa, I'm sorry," he whispered. He rocked me back and forth in his arms
and I held onto him for a long time. I don't know how long we sat that way.
"You were fantastic!" Tina grinned. "As usual, you stole the show. Here"--she
handed me white rose. I smiled--always roses. always white. Her trademark.
"Thanks. I'm glad you could make it. I was hoping you'd be here," I said.
"Nah, wouldn't miss it for the world and you know it," she hooked her arm through
mine and walked me to my dressing room through the crowd of well-wishers, parents.
friends, and cast.
"Y'know--somedJy I'll be able to say I knew you when ..."
"If I'm lucky enough to get my foot in the door," I reminded. She was always
making big plans for my future.
"We'll see!" I mimicked and stuck out my tongue, only curling it at the tip the
way she could never do. She swatted a hand at me but missed.
I stayed at the funeral home all day. I shook hands, thanked people for coming,
listened patiently to people reciting the same words of comfort over and over--all running together, sounding sincere but making no real sense.
I never went far from her casket. I didn't want her to be alone anymore, or scared.
After everyone had gone and it was just Mom and me and Tina's mom, I listened
to my mom murmur those soft words to Karen as she handed her an umpteenth Kleenex.
I couldn't stand to hear it anymore.
I walked up to the closed casket I had never quite brought myself to touch and
bowed my head in my hands on top of the mahogany. I prayed to God to bless her soul.
I knew inside I was too late, and my tears ran into the cracks, to be with her always.
"Hurry up, the movie's back on!"
"Just a sec, I'm on the toilet," Tina hollered from the bathroom.
"Hope everything comes out alright," I yelled back.
It was a stupid, overused joke, but we laughed anyway.
"I do
I am
I am
I am
I am
I am

not stand at my grave and weep,
not there, I do not sleep.
a thousand winds that blow,
the diamond glint on snow.
the sunlight on ripened grain,
the gentle Autumn rain.
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When you waken in the morning bush,
I am the swift uplifting rush
of quiet birds in arching flight.
I am the soft stars that shine at night.
Do not stand at my grave and cry,
I am not there: I did not die."
Anonymous

I go there about once a month now. I mak'e the drive up just to sit with her, tell
her what's going on. Sometimes Mom goes with me, or Karen does. But I like to go
alone, mostly. It's been almost two and a half years since the night she called me last.
I still miss her. I still wake up from that nightmare every now and then, in a cold sweat.
And I always bring her a flower--always a rose. Always white. It's her trademark.
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